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T
he 
sm
all 
city 
bus 
c
o
ughed 
a
nd 
lurched forw
ard, 
c
a
u
sing passengers 
w
ho 
w
e
re
 
standing 
to 
s
c
ra
m
ble for 
the hand 
holds 
o
n
 
the 
se
ats. 
T
he 
rain-drenched 
c
ro
w
d jostled back 
a
nd forth 
a
s 
the bus 
struck 
the breaks in 
the 
old brick pave-
m
e
nt. 
H
elen 
relaxed 
in 
her 
se
at; 
she 
w
a
s 
tired 
from
 
her 
long 
day's 
w
o
rk. 
T
he 
rain 
w
a
s 
stiU
 
beating 
against 
the 
w
indow
 
at h
e
r 
elbow
, 
a
nd 
she 
w
o
ndered 
how
 
m
u
ch 
m
ud P
aul's division 
w
a
s
 plow
-
ing through 
o
n
 their inland drive
.
 
M
ay-
be 
it 
w
a
s
n
't 
raining 
there. 
B
rushing 
her 
hair 
back 
from
 
her 
forehead, 
she 
strained her 
eyes 
to 
se
e
 
the 
n
e
o
n
 
signs. 
T
w
o 
m
o
re
 
m
iles 
a
nd 
she 
w
o
uld be 
c
o
m
-
fortable 
at 
hom
e. 
She 
sighed. 
H
ow
 
m
a
ny 
m
o
re
 
m
iles 
for 
P
aul 
before 
he 
w
o
uld 
be 
hom
e? 
H
e
's 
probably 
sitting 
upon 
the 
fender 
of 
his 
tru
ck, 
proudly 
e
xhibi t ing 
m
y 
m
iniature 
in 
the 
little 
brow
n 
le
ather 
c
a
se
, 
she 
thought. 
H
e 
m
ight 
be 
c
a
rrying 
his 
adm
iration 
a 
bit 
too far, but 
she 
e
njoyed being 
"his girl." 
W
ith 
a 
start 
H
elen 
c
a
 m
e
 
back 
into 
the 
re
ality 
of 
the 
steam
ing 
bus. 
T
here 
it 
w
a
s 
again 
-
that 
w
ild, boisterous laugh
.
 
She 
tu
rn
ed 
a
ro
u
nd 
a
nd 
s
a
w
 
in 
the 
s
e
at 
behind 
her 
a 
glassy-eyed 
w
o
m
a
n
 
w
ith 
disheveled hair, 
w
ho 
w
a
s
 
c
o
n
v
ulsed 
w
ith 
laughter
.
 
"W
e'll be 
rich to
night 
after the pay-
m
a
ster 
c
o
m
e
s,"
 
she 
said 
to 
the 
m
a
n
 
w
ho 
a
c
c
o
m
panied her. 
"Joe
's place 
w
ill 
stay 
open to 
c
a
sh them
 for 
uso 
T
hen 
w
e
 
c
a
n
 
burn 
up 
the 
to
w
n
.
"
 
"1 
w
o
n
't do 
m
u
ch 
splu
rging," he said. 
"I'm
 
sa
ving for 
the big 
c
ra
sh that's 
s
u
re
 
to 
c
o
m
e
."
 
H
e h
ad 
taken 
off his hat 
a
nd 
w
a
s brushing the 
w
ater 
off the brim
 
w
ith 
his 
le
ather 
glove
.
 
"T
oday's 
im
portant. 
L
et 
tom
orrow
 
w
ait. 
Y
ou
'll 
n
ot lose your job 
w
ith 
.
.
.
 "
 
"N
 o
 t lose i t? 
I'll lose i t before the 
peace is 
signed. 
T
here'll be 
a 
m
o
nkey-
n
u
t 
of 
a 
v
eteran 
w
ithout 
a leg 
o
r 
m
inus 
a
n
 
a
rm
 
w
ho' ll be sitting 
at m
y bench a
nd 
draw
ing 
m
y 
m
o
n
ey." 
H
e 
tu
rn
ed 
his 
head 
to 
lo
ok 
o
ut 
of 
the 
w
indow
, 
a
nd 
H
elen 
shifted 
in
 
her 
se
at
.
 
She 
n
oticed 
that 
people 
w
e
re
 
staring 
at him
.
 
"Y
ou'll 
already 
be 
rich," 
his 
c
o
m
-
punion 
c
o
ntin
u
ed. 
"A
nyw
ay, 
the 
c
o
m
-
pany 
w
ill 
ca11 
you back
."
 
"1 
w
o
n
't 
c
o
m
e
 back 
e
v
e
n
 if they do 
callo 
1 don't 
w
a
n
t 
to 
spend 
m
y 
tim
e 
keeping 
a
n
 
invalid 
from
 
ruining 
the 
m
a
chinery, 
a
nd 
that's 
w
hat 
it'll 
be. 
L
ooks like 
the 
m
edics 
w
o
uld glve 
m
o
se
 
broken 
guys 
a
n
 
o
v
e
rdose 
of 
m
o
rphine. 
T
hat's 
all it 
w
o
uld 
take. 
Save 
u
s 
the 
w
o
rry. 
Just put them
 
o
u
t 
of 
the 
w
ay." 
T
he 
w
o
m
a
n
 le
a
n
ed 
o
v
e
r to him
 
a
nd 
w
hispered
,
 
"Q
uiet 
dow
n 
.
.
.
 w
atching." 
"1'11 take c
a
re
 of 
m
yself," he boasted, 
tapping 
his 
le
ather jacket. 
"B
ut 
you 
w
ait a
nd se
e
 how
 
m
a
ny pieces 
of v
eterans 
w
e
're
 going 
to 
have 
to 
support." 
H
elen 
sto
od 
up 
a
nd jerked 
the bu
z
-
ze
r 
c
o
rd
.
 
It flew
 back into place 
w
ith 
a 
c
ra
ck
.
 
"Sorry, 
I'm
 
getting 
off 
here
.
"
 
She 
w
edged 
through 
the 
c
ro
w
d 
of 
pas-
se
ngers. 
W
hen 
she 
stepped 
off 
the 
bus, 
the 
rain 
h
ad 
sla
ckened 
to 
a 
slow
 
drizzle. 
T
he lights from
 
the 
w
indow
s 
of the 
tall 
upartm
ent 
houses 
flickered 
through 
the 
dam
p 
haze. 
Square 
patches 
of 
dark 
hung in 
m
o
st of the w
indow
s. 
She w
o
n
-
dered if 
a 
se
r vice flag hung in the 
w
in-
dow
 of the boaster o
n
 the bus. 
H
e w
o
uld 
fe el 
different. 
W
hy didn't 1 
s
ay 
so
m
e
-
1
1
-
thing then? 
she pondered. 
If Paul 
w
ere 
w
o
u
nded 
.
.
.
 No
,
 1 m
u
st 
n
ot think about 
it. 
She quickened her 
steps, but 
again 
the 
question 
cam
e back into her 
m
ind. 
If Paul 
.
.
.
.
 N
o, it 
w
o
uldn't 
m
ake 
any 
difference. 
1 
can
 
w
o
rk 
all 
of 
m
y life. 
H
elen 
stopped 
in 
the 
e
ntrance 
of 
her 
bU
ilding to pick up the m
ail. 
She found 
the V
-m
ail from
 PauI, 
a
nd 
she to
re 
open 
the 
en
v
elope. 
H
er 
eyes dropped to
 
the 
last tw
o lines. 
"1 
rn
ay b
e horne 
o
n
 fur-
lough 
so
o
n
. 
I've 
had 
a 
little 
bad 
luck 
.
.
.
.
 "
 
She 
rubbed 
her 
eyes 
to
 
clear the blur, but the 
w
o
rds 
still 
stood 
o
ut 
black 
a
nd 
foreboding 
o
n
 
the 
gray 
background. 
The Valley 
V
.,,,,, G
ooo 
1 stood 
alon
e
 and looked 
across the 
v
alley; 
Th
e
 trees 
whose 
roots 
w
e
re
 far below
 
m
ade 
w
ebs 
O
f yellow
 lace through 
w
hich the 
sm
oke 
of faH
's 
G
ray fires 
w
as 
spiring to the g
entle PUsh 
O
f w
ind
.
 
The 
n
e
a
r w
as indistinct, the far 
A furry 
m
ist that hung upon the 
e
a
rth 
A
nd 
m
ade 
m
e feel infinity 1 co
uld 
n
ot 
see
.
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